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long and never gave a thought to the fact that
he was one of the most learned historians who
ever lived, none other than Charles Seignobos
whom everybody knows. He had discovered
Larcouest, and every summer the wisest, most
learned people of Paris went to make holiday
there.
Every morning, Marie in a washed-out linen
hat, an old skirt, sandals and the black reefer
jacket that all Larcouestians wore, fishermen and
ladies alike, used to take the steep path that led
hither and thither down from her moor and ended
among the flaming flowers of Taschen's garden.
"Good-morning, Madame Curie/* called
Seignobos.
"Good-morning!** echoed the fifteen or so
others who were lying about in the grass or the
flowers, looking, in their queer rig-out, like a
company of gypsies.
Marie slung her rucksack on the ground and sat
beside it. Larcouest, like everywhere else, had its
severe social distinctions; but they were of a
different kind from those in most villages. In
Larcouest people of the lowest rank were called
Philistines. They were simply strangers who
didn't belong to Larcouest. Next above them
came the people whom you could just know, the
Elephants. They were friends, but unfortunate
landlubbers, people who were not as comfortable
in and on the sea as they were on the land. They
were to be pitied, but they could be improved*
Above them came the honourable of the place, the